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dined the seas with the blood of those innocent and inoffen-
sive beasts.
. . . But don't believe that I ever refused to interrupt a
voyage on the Spanish Main. I always let my crew—
Walter Atterbury—go and get a drink from the tap over
the sink. No, it was not the gold of the Aztecs for which
we longed: it was really Weehawken with frame houses
which we mistook for log cabins and, over the bluff behind
them, teepees with scarlet totems and mustangs and the
feathers of eagles in braided hair. You did not know that
those things were behind Weehawken. Ah, but they are—
at just about the place where the Pulaski Speedway begins
its course among dismantled boilers. . . . And also there,
in addition to Pocahontas, were Sam Slick and Arternus
Ward and O. P. Q,. Philander Smiff and John P. Robinson
and Tennessee's Partner and Mliss and the Betsey and I
who were out and the One Hoss Shay. . . . What do you
know about all those? . . . Ah, but they were the land of
Freedom—of Bird o3 Freedom Sawin—that we used to see
from near the kitchen sink on our voyages West.
§
Not many people will come to Weehawken. New York is
too centripetal and few know the way. I should not have
known it myself but for the efforts of Mr. Hitler to establish
a clandestine mercantile fleet. So the one friend we had to
meet us had to return in five minutes. To go into Court.
New York called too insistently. That Orpheus could not
stomach those dimnesses while the gold-paved streets
awaited him. So there were more partings than meetings.
Our shining Fuehrer leaves, with the twins and the cradles
and the matron of Roman calm. And the Dutch Professor
and the tiny wife of the artist scurry past the open door of
the bus, bound for Brooklyn. . . . Brooklyn. . . . Imagine!
For even in Weehawken and a snow-flurry the New York
spirit descends on us. Weehawken is all right because we
happen to be there. . . . But Brooklyn! It's a foreign
country. Un-Ajnerican? that's what it is, I was once lost in

